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Act i 


Cloudy, what kind of anxiety what w / “war looming or are “we" “at war as brass says its so? 
-Equations been simmering hearts minds “everyday life” & current boils equations answers 
arrived at. 

[tilts black hat up and frowns, then grabs stubby yellow pencil with eraser chewed off. imag- 
ines swallowing pencil and burping out words into air. smiles, then brings small notepad out of 
shirt pocket, and jots the following down: assume anxiety as q. let y stand as simmering heart, 
divide by past heart-aches, factor war in as z(cubed?) if not z, then it stands that y is less than 
or equal to q. look up past heart-aches, man then stops writing, scratches ear with stubby 
pencil, out loud he says] 

Cloudy day. 

[sudden gust whips black hat off & away] 
q: Since when are trembles mysterious? 
y: Bleeding helps, helps to share blood. 

z: Blank stares come by dark human nature playing itself out cubed? 
q: Armaments where its at. Whats at? Where? Who started armaments? 
y: Fingerpointing for putting fingers on pulses, 
z: Locations a cinch if yr biz ends bigger. 

[sudden gust whips black hat back on] 

[man shivers from the gust, he removes the hat and spins it on his hand, feels something in- 
side the hat. he looks inside, removes a raspberry flavored tea bag. he then notices a bumper 
sticker stuck on the back of his hat. it reads: give blood, play hockey, man grunts, then tosses 
the hat out into audience, the hat lands on an audience members head, member immediately 
stands up and leaves to go donate blood, on stage, man has begun brewing tea bag. a pleas- 
ant aroma fills the air. man lifts lid off tea kettle, looks in at tea and squints one eye. out loud 
he says] 

Cloudy tea. 

[audience member enters wearing hockey clothes, walks to man looking into his tea. audience 
member extends hockey stick to man. man nods, replaces kettle lid, accepts stick, places 
kettle on ground, audience member and man face off, swing sticks at kettle, cordial play esca- 
lates to heated match, slapshot sends kettle careening on its side, spilling blood] 

[man sees blood & slaps forehead, thinking the blood is from a wound to his opponent, he 
breaks hockey stick over knee, goes to opponent and kneels by left leg. man removes ace 
bandage from shirt pocket, creates a splint for opponent’s leg using hockey stick and ban- 
dage] 

audience member: Thank you. 
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[audience member then walks unsteadily off-stage, as he does so, man notices back of 
hockey jersey, sees the letters q, y, & z where jersey number usually is. same gust that 
whipped black hat off now whips man off & away] 

[silencej 

[voice is heard from audience saying] 

Heck no, we won’t go. 

[silence] 

[another voice from audience says] 

No more wars, no more floors. 

[immediately the floor under audience disappears; audience hangs suspended over black- 
ness. man back-flips back onto stage, looks out at audience, out loud he says] 

Cloudy head. 

[man stands before large projected image of cloudy sky. man looks up at sky. drifting clouds 
accelerate to high speed, gold light glows above, pierces through and between racing clouds, 
man contorts and gyrates in stabbing strobe light bath, indefinable dots, birds maybe, except 
that they’re drifting, falling, gain definition as they tumble out the gold light and through the 
clouds, babies are lazily descending in parachutes] 

man [while gyrating]: Strange. How the clouds are moving so fast. 

[man does what appears to be funky chicken, followed by the robot while bathed in golden 
light, one of the parachuting babies says] 

Not bad. 

[baby who spoke then releases himself from parachute, plummets, as he does so, an audi- 
ence member drops from suspension and falls into black abyss below, projection stops, re- 
placed by michael jackson’s ‘beat it’ playing from somewhere off-stage, man looks out into 
audience, sees they all are swaying to the music with pacifiers in their mouths, man then 
walks to fake window painted on the set. he looks out and notices that the clouds are dead 
out loud he says] 

Cloudy dead. 

[shrill whistle sounds, man covers ears, whistle grows deafening, air raid siren rapidly increas- 
ing volume, falling bomb gaining momentum, impact and detonation are imminent, man 
throws himself to floor, wraps arms around knees drawn to chin, man kisses own backside, 
shrill whistle abruptly silences, aural commotion of noisy defecation fills air. grunting man’s 
body tenses, then relaxes, man unwraps himself, stands, walks bowleggedly to window, looks 
out, up. grinning and cooing plummeting baby is caught in man’s outstretched arms, immedi- 


ately baby cries, baby’s bawling as man draws baby in through window, man turns to audi- 
ence, pauses, holds howling baby in one arm, gently pats seat of his own pants, man inserts 
hand into own pants, withdraws clean hand, man smiles, wipes his brow, man holds scream- 
ing baby aloft before audience, audience applauds, man’s pleased face sniffs, registers dis- 
pleasure. man puts nose to baby’s backside, shadow falls on man’s face, man holds baby 
before him in outstretched hands, man clears his throat, above baby’s whimpers man asks 
audience] 

Anyone know how to change a diaper? 

[audience’s jaws drop, all pacifiers fall into black abyss as audience angrily replies] 

We ain’t suckers! 

[after audience angrily replies, their jaws drop off into black abyss, when the word ‘suckers' is 
spoken, one audience member turns into blow-pop. surrounding members around blow-pop 
wish to unwrap blow-pop and eat it, but with no jaws are unable to. while this is occurring man 
has gone to couch on stage and is changing baby’s diaper, wondering how many licks it takes 
to get to the center of a blow-pop. to baby man says] 

Coochy-coochy-coo. 

[baby giggles and says] 

Forty-two. 

[baby then burps and turns into rainbow, audience wishes to oooh and aah, but again with no 
jaws are unable to] 

[blow-pop unwraps himself, audience members line up to lick blow-pop. forty-two licks reveals 
a baby s head s attached to audience member lately blow-pop. man says] 

It’s said there’s one born every minute. 

[one minute passes] 



Act ii 


curtain closes around man on stage, as theme music to jaws plays, audience members jaws 
slowly re-materialize as music fades, the floor reappears as well, only it’s the ceiling, and 
when audience looks up they see floor, man can be heard behind curtain singing in the voice 
of Louis Armstrong! 

I see leaves of green red roses too 

I watch them bloom, for me and you 

And I say to myself, what a wonderful world 

I see skies of blue, clouds of white 

Bright blessed day, sacred night 

And I say to myself, what a wonderful world 

The colors of the rainbow, so pretty in the sky 

Are also on the faces of people goin’ by 

I see friends shaking hands, saying, “How do you do?” 

They’re all saying, “I love you” 

I hear babies cry, I watch them grow 
They’ll learn much more than I’ll ever know 
And I say to myself, what a wonderful world 

The colors of the rainbow, so pretty in the sky 

Are also on the faces of people goin’ by 

I see friends shaking hands, saying, “How do you do?” 

They’re all saying, “I love you” 

I hear babies cry, I watch them grow 
They’ll leam much more than I’ll ever know 
And I say to myself what a wonderful world. 

fcurtain opens, man is upside-down to audience, standing on the floor] 


Act in 


[man tilts black hat down and smiles, then grabs stubby yellow pencil with eraser chewed on. 
imagines swallowing pencil and burping in words out of the air. frowns, then puts small note- 
pad into shirt pocket, and jots the following up: simmering cloudy been kind of “war” as brass 
w/ looming hearts current what or are “we” what, minds arrived says its anxiety & boils 
“everyday life” at equations answers “at war." -equations, so? past anxiety there’s war? 
-according to equation, if so, “everyday life” is also there? so? simmering heart: “good” or 
“bad” low boil - a stewing, man then swallows pencil, looks out fake stage window and sees 
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babies rising up into the sky. babies are daintily sipping from cups of tea. audience members 
point at window and begin to talk, but only clouds come out of their mouths] 

[man withdraws white handkerchief from breast pocket, waves it for clearing clouding air of 
less-than-kind words, words that might upset or defame babies ascents if those words were to 
rise, or fall, to babies ears, babies rising/falling into sky casually reach for, and steadily con- 
sume diet of letters and words skywritten out the mouths of audience members, man asks out 
loud] 

Why the animosity? 

audience: We never had it so good. 

man: Lets say you did. Maybe its that you don’t remember. 

audience: Lets say we don’t like the altitudes they’re gaining with those attitudes. Going up, 
coming down, they’re confusing us, we’re angry. 

man: Feeling put out? 

audience: Lets say. 

man: Took two to tango. 

audience: Upside-down kites! More than two tangles. Whats it take now? To do what? Cut the 
strings, losses, or play them out? 

man: Confusion plus anger equals anxiety? 

audience: Cups of tea! Reading good housekeeping as they float, noses in the air, cupping 
altitudes! 

man: Breaking hearts? 

audience: To skywrites for the birds. 

man: Pretty birds! Simmering hearts dividends. 

[shrill whistle is heard, like that of a teakettle, or perhaps an air-raid siren, audience members 
tuck themselves under chairs, baby’s head on blow-pop mutates into Charlie brown's] 

Charlie brown: Good grief. 

[on-stage, man has turned into stubby yellow pencil, pencil moves through the air, draws man 
with black hat. with chewed-on eraser, pencil begins erasing audience members, their chairs, 
the curtains, man on stage goes to fake window and opens it, brings in one of the floating 
babies, man gently rocks baby back-and-forth as pencil continues erasing] 
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